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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is the second fic ve ever written. Probably a bit over-ambitious to try a multi-parter already, but the 


story\'s in my head, and it wants to come out, so here it is. :) 


Part |: Missed Calls 
August 6, 2005 


". Yeah. Beep, then talk. You know the drill” Beep! 


Tim swore under his breath and clapped his phone shut for the seventh time that evening, gazing miserably 
down at his drink The ice cubes clinked together in his glass as he lifted it and tipped the remaining bit of 
liquid down his throat. He slammed the now empty tumbler onto the bar, earning a lengthy glare from the 
bartender, before his eyes flickered to the still-full glass next to his. The ice had almost completely melted, 


the napkin underneath now thoroughly soaked, and Tim glared at it as if it had slapped him in the face before 
he tipped it up, draining it entirely in three savage gulps. 


"Tosser." he muttered angrily. 
If you wanted another drink, you only had to ask, monsieur," the bartender answered. 


"No..no, | wasn't---not you, | was just." Tim tried, but the bartender moved off to the other end of the bar, 


already starting to mix another Crown and Coke while he muttered about ‘/es attitudes des célébrités 


Tim sighed, burying his face in his hands and rubbing his temples wearily. His eyes, pensive and forlorn, 
scanned the elegant rooftop bar. Red, leather-topped barstools surrounded several tall, black marble tables, and 
colorful lights twinkled merrily off of empty glasses. He watched as a man and his girlfriend rose from the 
corner, talking in hushed, happy tones as they passed, her designer high heels clicking noisily on the marble 
tiles. Tim groaned, pausing for a moment to glare at the empty seat beside him as he raised his glass to his 


lips. Empty already? 


He signaled to the bartender for another drink, and his thoughts grew fuzzier even as he pondered the night's 
events. Had he really thought dinner had gone that well? It was hard to believe it had only been an hour ago 
that he'd laughed so hard he nearly choked on his filet mignon. It couldn't have been nicer..a five star 


restaurant, excellent nosh, and wine that was more expensive than the meal itself. They'd enjoyed themselves, 


right? 
so why am | alone right now? 
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"| on'y just go' ‘ere, matel" The slightly slurred, heavily accented voice was surprisingly melodic as it rang out, 
echoing off the walls of the dimmed, empty lobby. Another pause, and then infectious laughter thundered 
though the room, and the front desk clerk jerked her head up, slightly annoyed. 


"Of course I'll be there," he was yelling. "Yeah..right, okay then, just let me change and I'll---" He paused to 
wave a quick hello to her, and when she noticed it was the chap from Keane, a vivid red colored her pale 


cheeks before she dropped her gaze back to her computer monitor. 


"---[l be there. Yep. I5 minutes." Tom clapped his phone shut and stumbled into the elevator, tapping the 
button marked "24" repeatedly. "Bloody hell this lift is slow." He complained to no one, sniffing audibly. It 
seemed like an hour before the lift dragged to a halt on the 24th floor, and Tom drummed on them with his 
hands as they slid open before stepping into the quiet hallway. His footfalls were heavy, but muted on the 
carpeted floor, and he fumbled for his phone again, checking several pockets with a series of quick, sharp slaps 
before he found it and flipped it open. 


7 missed calls 


He blinked at the screen several times before he realized he'd passed his room, and, laughing quietly at himself, 
fumbled with the key and let himself in. His gaze bypassed the elegant black and white décor and landed firmly 


on the mini-bar as he made a beeline for it, yanking the door open without hesitation 


He was halfway through a second tiny rip full of Crown Royal when his mobile rang again. "Yeah, mate," he 


answered, moving to the closet for a fresh shirt and jacket. 
It was Scott, from the road crew. "Make sure you bring cash, yeah? We found some more." 


Tom's hand patted the empty pocket of his trousers and felt the sad crinkle of empty cellophane. Good /m 
nearly out anyway. "Right, then, thanks," he said quickly, and hurriedly hung up his phone, pulling a nearly 
identical black collared shirt from the closet and stepping in front of the mirror. His fingers shook slightly in 
their hurry to complete their task, and his eyes flicked anxiously around the room, finally settling on the 


reflection of a painting behind him..expressionistic, long, slender fingers on white-and-black keys. 


A frown creased Tom's forehead for a moment as his eyes took in the long fingers, the keys, the black on 
white. Something..something.. 


The trembling of his own fingers in the mirror recaptured his attention, and without volition, they traveled to 


that empty, crinkling bag in his pocket, and he turned for the door. 
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Tim's head pounded as he blinked into the breeze that drifted through the rooftop bar. He blamed the stinging 
moisture in his eyes on the wind as the playfully mournful melody of Frederic Chopin's Nocturne in B flat 
minor mocked him quietly from the speakers above. He squinted his eyes shut in an uncharacteristic attempt 


to shut the music out. 


The rooftop seemed to shift as Tim suddenly grabbed onto the stylish, black marbled bar for support, knocking 
a bowl of peanuts over and scattering them behind the bar. He caught a glimpse of the bartender‘s incensed 
expression sliding out of sight as the floor slipped out from underneath him, and he toppled over onto his 


knees. 


"Pardon, monsieur!" The bartender huffed angrily from behind the bar, "That is quite enough of this nonsense. 


No more to drink pour toi! We will charge to your room...” 


Tim climbed into a standing position, with difficulty, and steadied himself between two barstools. A sick feeling 
that only had half to do with the alcohol crept into his stomach as he stumbled from the rooftop bar to a 
hotel entrance, and somehow found himself leaning his forehead against the cool surface of the elevator doors. 
A sudden high-pitched ring startled him back to consciousness, and he slapped his pockets until he found the 


source. 

" 'ello?" He answered, swaying on the spot as he tried to punch the "down" button. 
"Tim? Hey, we're at a pub down the street, mate, come join us!" 
"lain?---Who..who's we?" 


"Er..alright, then, it's me, Greg, Steve, Colin..er..Ant, Scott, Alex, Tom, Geoff---" 


"Wait..Tom?! Who's ‘e doin’ there?" Tim slurred, his stomach churning again. The elevator doors swung open, 
and he stumbled inside, leaning heavily against the far wall 


"Havin' a beer o' course! C'mon!" lain yelled. 


‘Ive ‘ad enough.." Tim croaked into the phone. "I---Fuck that. Don't even mention my name to ‘im," and he 
clicked his phone shut. For several moments, he stared at the numbered elevator keys, hating them for no 
reason as he struggled to remember his floor. Went out with the road crew, did he? He slammed the number 


"25" harder than he meant to, and the elevator doors slid closed. 

Two and a half hours ago, they'd been laughing and talking..sharing bottles of wine and expensive steaks, going 
on about how this is what all bands wanted and they should relish it. Tim laughed to himself---at himself--- 
for being stupid enough to think Tom had been sincere. 

When the elevator doors slid open again, he watched his Dunlops shuffle across the elegantly carpeted hotel 
floor, his feet dragging themselves in their own erratic pattern to his hotel door. He was sure there would be 
several scratches outside the keyhole to tell the story of his incoherency, but he was too drunk and hurt to 


care. 
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A football game was being broadcast loudly on the televisions surrounding the bar, and the bartender yelled in 
an angry string of French, throwing a rag at the screen closest to him. 
"Can | pour some beer in your ear?" Tom tipped the slim end of his bottle dangerously close to Alex's ear. 
"Dude, are you joking?" Alex chuckled, shoving Tom backwards into lain, who was on his mobile. 
"---Havin' a beer o' course! C'mon!" lain was yelling into the phone, plugging his free ear with one finger. 


Tom frowned for a moment as he watched lair's expression darken at whatever was being said on the other 


end, "Who---" he started, but Alex grabbed his elbow. 


"Any time of the day or night," Alex yelled over bar noise, "someone, somewhere, is broadcasting bloody 


football! Amazing, innit?" 


"Bars have dishes now, Lakey," said Tom, as if he was talking to a toddler. "They can broadcast sports from 


alllll over the world." 


Alex glared and smacked the back of Tom's head with his palm just as lain approached. "Alright, chaps?" He 
asked, pocketing his phone. 


"Who was---?" Alex started, but lain cut him off with a quick shake of his head. 


Oil" Tom cried, his mouth spreading into a wide smile as he nudged lain in the chest. "Out with it, mate! Who's 


the secret girl, then?" 

lain frowned, shifting slightly as he opened his mouth to say something, but Scott showed up as a blessed 
distraction and dragged Tom away. lain stood next to Alex and watched as the two of them spoke for a 
moment before Tom loped off to the men's loo. 


"What was that all about?" Alex asked. 


"It was Tim," lain answered, his brow still furrowed as he watched the men's room door. "I asked him to come 


out, but he's fuckin’ blootered out of his mind" 
"And?!" Alex demanded impatiently. 


"And he said he didn't want us to even mention his name to Tom," lain replied, finally turning to face Alex. "Poor 


bloke could barely talk." 

Alex leaned close and let his voice drop, and lain had to strain and watch his mouth to hear him over the bar 
noise. "You know how Tim gets," he said, taking a long sip of his beer. lain frowned, regarding the sad stillness 
that settled in Alex's eyes for a fleeting moment before he drew back again, pitching his voice up as he said, "l 
think we need to tell Tom---" 

"---Tell me what then, Lakey?" Tom interrupted loudly, ruffling Alex's hair. lain exchanged a quick glance with 
Alex, but remained momentarily silent. Tom sniffed, rubbing his thumb across his nose as he looked back and 
forth between them. "Well, out with it, you knobs!" 

Alex spoke first, visibly uncomfortable as he shoved his hand through his hair. "Tom..the phone call." 

"Yeah? lain's? What about it?" Tom asked, his smile fading. 


"Well." lain said as he threw a furtive look to Tom, "It wasn't..well, it wasn't a girl." 


Tom looked back and forth between the two of them, his patience wearing thin. "Out with it!" He yelled, and 


even over the noise, several heads turned in their direction. 


"Alright," Alex whispered through clenched teeth, placing a hand on Tom's shoulder. "It was Tim, he---" But 
Tom pulled back, his hand flying to his trouser pocket again. This time, it wasn't the crinkle of cellophane he 
felt. 


The dinner check 
"He sounded upset---" Alex continued, but Tom ignored everything aside from his dawning comprehension. He 
grew quiet for the first time that night. "Oh, fuck" he whispered. A memory was forming behind his unfocused 


eyes as he stared past Alex and lain 


‘Let's go for a nightcap then, yeah?" Tm was saying his feet drumming an arrhythmic pattern on the pavement. 
He swung an arm around Tom's neck. 'I hear there's a bar that's quite cool up on the roof of our hotel" 


Tom had thought it was an excellent idea After all, they'd just spent the last hour and a half talking about how 
they should treasure this good fortune, toasting to good times, and laughing until tears slid down their cheeks. But 
his full stomach and the two expensive bottles of wine had made hm sleepy, and he wasn't ready for bed yet, 
was he? No, he'd have to find something fo keep him awake.. 
"Tom?" Alex's voice seemed to come from very far away. "Hey. What is it, mate?" 
Because they were both stumbling down the street, leaning on each other for support, eyes glassy. “Sure thing!" 
Tom had said And he'd meant if: "Meet you there in twenty, then?" He figured that would be enough tme to find 
what he needed And it would gve him more time with Tim, right? Hed be awake a bit longer. 
Tim frowned a little, but nodded and smiled a sleepy smile. “Alright then. Hl order you a drink" 


He only had twenty minutes to find some..but he had known just who to call. 


"Tom, Tommy, quick, man!" Scott's shouting cut through his reverie. "You're needed at an emergency meeting!" 
Tom frowned over at him, perplexed. "An emergency what? What are you---?" 

"An emergency meeting! In the back room" Scott clapped him on the back, nodding towards the men’s loo. 

A wicked smile spread across Tom's face as understanding arrived. "Right you are, then!" 


Alex and lain exchanged glances, their faces a mixture of confusion and concern as Tom darted off to the 


bathroom again. 
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Keane's disintegrations began last summer with Rice-Oxley stranded on a roof terrace bar of a five-star hotel in 
Nice, fuming. The band were on the road with UZ Throughout the tour, they'd watch Bono juggle various briefs as 
priest, singer and politician with awe. Meanwhile, their singer was beginning to unravel under the pressures of new 
fame. Rice-Oxley and Chaplin had been out for a meal and some drinks to examine what was wrong. It was 
exquisite, top-dollar fare. There they reminded themselves, this was what all bands wanted and they should relish 
it. They walked back to the hotel and Rice-Oxley suggested a nightcap in the hotel's chintzy rooftop bar. Chaplin 
didn't show up. He went out and got pissed with the road crew instead. "H sounds stupid now, but I was really 
upset," says Rice-Oxley. '! thought we were patching things up and it felt Ike he didn't give a shit about me." 


-Q Magazine, 2006 


Chapter 2 


The first thing he was aware of was the faste in his mouth-a bitter, sour mixture that drew a shudder from 
him as he breathed out. He dragged his tongue over his lips, but was rewarded with no moisture, and he 
groaned as he became aware of the bright light filtering through his eyelids. He couldn't bring himself to open 
his eyes just yet, so he concentrated on his limbs first, which were arranged in an "X" on top of the 
comforter. He could feel the weight and texture of his clothes on him, and also, feel a foreign object settled in 
the middle of his right palm. He fisted his hand around the object, and realized that it was a key. He turned 
away from what seemed to be the source of the light and struggled to open his eyes. The blurred outline of 
his right arm came into view, and he could see his brass-colored room key nestled comfortably in his hand 
with his fingers slightly curled around it. A shooting pain accompanied this harsh introduction to the morning 
light, and he rolled over away from the window, moving his feet to hang off the bed as he pushed himself up 
with his hand. 


A sudden clanging sound came blaring from his nightstand, and he winced, pinching the bridge of his nose as he 
reached for the phone. 


"Tim!" Richard's energetic voice stung his eardrums before he could mumble, ‘Hello. 

"Uh huh...” Tim groaned, still pinching the bridge of his nose and squinting his eyes. 

"Studio time booked for ten. You're up, yeah?" 

"Uh..." The numbers on his bedside table still appeared fuzzy, and he patted the pillow he'd been laying on until 
his hand rested on his (fortunately undamaged) glasses. He pushed them up on his nose, and the intrusive, red 
glowing numbers came into focus. %3Z Tim winced again, blinking back the pain, and mumbled, "In twenty...” 
"Right!" Richard yelled a little too loudly, and Tim jerked the phone away from his ear. 


"You fucking knob," Tim muttered irritably, and he could hear Richard chuckling on the other end. 


"IIl have a sizable coffee waiting on you in the lobby," Richard said with a hint of amusement, and hung the 


phone up before Tim could utter another insult. 


He ambled into the bathroom, pulling his shirt and glasses off as he went, and doused his face with a few 


generous helpings of cool water from the sink. 


“Sure thing!" Tom's voice sounded louder in his head than Richard's had in his ear. "Meet you there in twenty, 
then?" 


Tim shut the water off and gripped the edges of the sink until his knuckles turned white as he pictured the 


rooftop bar, Tom's empty barstool, and his still full drink with a few remnants of melted ice cubes. 


‘Meet you there in twenty, then?" 


"You're so full of SHIT!" Tim yelled, ripping the belt from his black trousers and tossing it violently into the 
bedroom, where it smashed into the bedside lamp, knocking it to the floor. He watched with a sort of pained 
indifference as the bulb flickered and went out, and he turned away from the broken mess, shedding his 
trousers and pants before he stepped into the shower. He turned the knobs, not bothering to wait for the 
water to get warm, and as the cold water stung his skin, he reveled in the discomfort, for he knew that it 


was only temporary. 
Shine a light on my life, and warm me up agan.. 


Tim shivered uncontrollably before the water became a tolerable temperature, and he tilted his head back and 
shut his eyes as he leaned heavily against the tiled wall. It wasn't as if this was the first time he'd felt this 
way. Unimportant. Expendable. Unneeded. Especially this tour. At first it had been amusing the way Tom was 
always late, and they took the mickey out of him as often as they could. But lately it was becoming a problem, 
and not only did it seem he wanted to pull away from the band, but from his friends as well. The number of 


Tom's missed rehearsals and missed obligations had been piling up the whole tour. 


To make matters worse, a rift had been growing between them since Tim was finding it much harder to fit in 
with the likes of Bono and Bruce Springsteen while Tom blended in with apparent ease. Tim remembered 
standing on the sidelines at the Grammys earlier that year, trying in vain to work up enough nerve to go and 
talk with one of them. But it was Tom who bounded into their midst with sunny abandon. It was Tom whom 
they surveyed approvingly before giving him pats on the back, ruffling his hair affectionately as if theyd all 
been friends for years. And they were the ones Tom stayed out with that night, even after Tim had invited 
him to a celebratory dinner with himself and Richard. 


‘Its not as if we WON, Tim!" Tom had laughed the next morning two hours late for a photo shoot. "We were ony 


nominated!" 


Tim frowned, grabbing the tiny bottle of hotel shampoo and emptying into his palm. He pushed his hands 
through the thick mass of dark hair, massaging his scalp and his temples in attempt to ease the throbbing in 
his head. 


‘And somehow Tim thought as the water grew hotter, ‘after a full night of drinking and partying he had still 
managed to look.’ 


He shook his head and pushed hard on his eyelids with the heels of his hands until a kaleidoscope of colors 
erupted behind them, and the temperature of the water seemed to rise yet again 


„the way he always managed fo look.. 


His eyes popped open and he reached for the bar of hotel soap, ripping the soggy paper off and staring down 
at it as if he'd never seen anything like it before. He turned it over in his hand a few times, watching as the 
suds multiplied and slicked his palm. 


„lke he did at dinner last night.. 


He squeezed the hard bar of soap until it squished out the bottom of his fist and fell to the floor of the 
shower, and he watched it slide to rest on top of the drain as his chest rose and fell visibly. He shut his eyes 
and finally moved his hands over his chest, allowing them to travel downwards as he massaged the tense 


muscles of his torso... 
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A very fresh-faced Tim emerged from between the sliding elevator doors and stepped, loose-limbed and 
relaxed, into the lobby, wearing a pair of dark shades, a maroon pinstriped shirt, a black blazer, black trousers, 
and his signature white belt. He nodded politely to the front desk clerks and adjusted his jacket, shrugging his 
shoulders and pulling it forward by the lapels. Richard looked up from his paper from across the room, 
grabbing two large cups of coffee in Styrofoam cups before standing and handing one to Tim. 


"Ta, mate," Tim said, nodding to him as he lifted the hot cup to his lips. 
"Did you just come?" Richard asked, 


"Wh-" Tim spluttered and coughed, "Wh-what?" 


"Careful mate, its hot." Richard said, frowning and wiping the front of Tim's shirt with his palm. "Did you just 
come down? Or is Tom coming down, too?" 


"Oh, uh..d-dunno.." Tim said, looking back towards the elevators. "l-not my day to keep up with ‘im.’ 
Richard rolled his eyes and reached inside his jacket for his mobile, and he dialed Tom's number for the tenth 
time that morning. Tim watched him from a few feet away, sipping his coffee and frowning as he heard Tom's 


faint voice from Richard's phone. ".. Yeah Beep, then talk." 


"Fuck!" Richard muttered through clenched teeth, pushing his hand through his hair. "I know that dobber was 
out last night with-wait, wasn't he with you?" 


"Earlier," Tim said as he pretended to look through Richard's discarded newspaper. 


"Oh for Christ's-" Richard shook his head and scrolled through his phone. "I'll start with lain," he said to Tim 


before grabbing his coffee cup and stepping a few feet away. "lain! Yeah mate, it's Rich. Look, have you seen 
Tom today?" 
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It was the third painful throb behind his eyes that had Tom groaning and pushing his face into his pillow. He 
swallowed back the horribly sandy taste in his mouth and pushed himself up on his elbows. His hands 
immediately flew to the bridge of his nose, massaging it until he could find the strength to pry his eyes open 
The room was surprisingly dim, and the filtered light through the curtains gave him the impression that it 
was still early in the morning. Somewhere across the room, his cell phone rang, and he fell backwards onto the 
pillows, staring at the ceiling with his brow creased while his head pounded relentlessly. He tried to close his 
eyes again, squinting hard as if it would shut the pain out, but the pounding in his head grew more insistent, 


more rhythmic... 
Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump! "Tom. Tom? Tom." 


Again he pried his eyes open, forcing himself to sit up in bed. He wiped a weary hand down his face as he 


realized that the muffled thumping sound was coming from his hotel door. 
Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump! "TOM. C'mon, mate, | know you're in there!" 


Tom swore under his breath as he struggled from the bed, kicking the mass of sheets that had tangled 
around his ankle. "Co-coming.." He croaked, though he doubted it would be loud enough to hear. 


Thump! Thump! Thump! "Tom!" Richard said in a stern voice reminiscent of a professor from their days at 
Tonbridge. "| swear to God, mate if you don-" The clicking of the locks from the inside stopped him mid- 
sentence, and when the door flew open, Richard was standing face to face with a very ragged looking Tom. 


Richard's eyes surveyed his form, hunched over and leaning heavily on the door frame. 


"Why in God's name are you wearing your dress shirt and pants with no trousers?" Richard asked casually, 


pushing past Tom as he entered the room uninvited. 


Tom shut the door behind him without answering, unbuttoning his dress shirt and pulling it off as he passed 
Rich on the way back to the bedroom. 


"Tom, do you even know what time it is?" Richard asked, following him into the bedroom. 
"A little privacy?" Tom replied irritably. 
Its actually twelve-bloody-thirty in the afternoon" Richard answered; his tone still maddeningly conversational. 


‘Hm. Seems | was a bit off about the time of day. Tom thought, ignoring him. He grabbed a fresh pair of pants 


and trousers and entered the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. Richard stood patiently for several 
moments staring at the door, his brow furrowed. When he heard the sound of running water, he turned and 
walked into the kitchen, busying himself by fixing two tall glasses of ice water before he took a seat in one of 
the handsome armchairs and set Tom's glass of water opposite him. 

Twenty minutes later, Tom entered, pulling on a tee-shirt with the words ‘Share Your Shame stitched across 
the front. Richard watched him calmly from his armchair and gestured to the one opposite him. Tom eyed him 
suspiciously, but took a seat, grabbing the glass of water in front of him and drinking greedily from it. 


"| was thinking.” Richard said, his tone dripping with sarcasm as Tom finished the last gulp of his water, "That 


we could, oh | dunno, record some demos today?" 

Tom glared at him, but did not speak. 

"Alex and lain mentioned seeing you at the pub last night." 

Tom stared hard at his empty water glass, rubbing his chest and wincing a litle. 


"Said they left around two-thirty," Richard continued, "and you and Scott were still there, taking frequent trips 


to the men's loo." 


"Well, everyone was a bit pissed up." Tom said, his voice icily cheerful. "Guess | went a few times, but who's 


counting?" 
Richard chuckled dryly, nodding. After a few moments of cold silence, he spoke again. "Y'know...Tim and |-" 


And suddenly Tom's demeanor changed, and he leaned forward, planting his elbows on his knees and propping his 


head up. "Oh, fuck." Tom groaned into his hands. "Oh, fuck, |-" 
"Yeah, mate, we've been waiting on you since ten this morning..." 


But Richard's voice seemed to come from far away, and Tom could see clearly in his mind, he and Tim 


stumbling down the street together, arms around each other's necks, laughing uncontrollably... 


‘Lets go for a nightcap then, yeah? | hear there's a bar that's quite cool up on the roof of our hotel” 


"TOM," Richard said firmly. "For fuck's sake, mate, stay with me, here." 


I=" Tom started, shaking his head. "Yeah, sorry, yeah. Look, | don't feel all that well today. Sorry you and Tim 
waited, but-" 


"Sing me a scale," Richard said. He leaned back and folded his arms, watching Tom patiently. 


"HA! Hahahahahahal Right, Rick!" Tom said, clapping his hands as his infectious laughter rang out through the 


room. 
But Richard stared quietly at Tom, his face impassive. 

"You're-you're not serious." Tom said as his smile faded. 

"One of us isn't, and that's a problem for me. We've got commitments." 

Richard's frankness wiped the boyish grin off of Tom's face, and Tom suddenly stood, coughing and pacing the 
floor. He stretched and jumped in place a few times as if preparing to do laps, and his heart throbbed painfully. 
He cringed, running his palm over his chest again before he cleared his throat a final time. 

And then his voice filled the room, a string of crystal clear, boisterous notes put to a methodical melody that 
anyone in the entire hotel would have been impressed with. He took the scale up a half-step and paced the 
floor, closing his eyes in concentration. Richard waited for Tom to turn around before he closed his eyes, too 
and let Tom's voice float into his ears-until the melody came to an abrupt end, and Tom doubled over, 
coughing and clutching his stomach. Richard stood, his brow furrowed in concern, but Tom held a hand up and 
shook his head 

"Fine..'m-" He tried between coughs. "No, l'm fine, |-" 

Richard rubbed his hands down his face and took a deep breath. "It's not the half a day you've already wasted 
| mind, it's that you can't possibly be ready for the rest! We pay for the studio time, even if we never walk in 
the bloody door." 

Tom sank onto an ottoman a few feet away from Richard and buried his face in his hands. For a few moments 
they stayed like that, several feet apart and silent. Richard watched as Tom's breathing steadied, and his brow 
furrowed in concern. He sighed, moving quickly to kneel in front of Tom and placed a hand on his shoulder. 
"Mate, listen. | know you're..not well. But do me a favor, yeah? Stay in tonight, okay?" 

Tom raised his eyes, slightly reddened, to Richard's and nodded obediently. 

"Right, then," Richard said as he stood. "Consider yourself grounded to your room. Just..rent a porno or 
something.’ He turned to look over his shoulder at his friend, and they exchanged weak smiles before Richard 


turned and left the room. 
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Tom stared absently at the flickering television, glaring at the repetition of the channels on his twentieth time 


around. His eyes darted around the now darkened room, and he cocked his head mischievously to the side as 
his gaze rested on the ‘Pay-Per-View pamphlet on top of his nightstand. He sighed and sat up in bed, laughing 
to himself as he reached for it. Uust..rent a porno or something, said Richard's voice in his head He chuckled as 
his eyes roamed over the titles. Sweet but Kinky, College Girls First Time, Were Only I8 He shook his head and 
replaced the pamphlet on the nightstand as he fidgeted with the remote, tapping it on his leg repeatedly. 


‘Well, Ive certainly got enough nervous energy.. he thought, looking back at the pamphlet again before his eyes 
flickered to the tiny fridge that he knew was still at least half full with miniature bottles of liquor. He really 
was in desperate need of stress relief. He leaped from the bed and darted to the mini-bar, cursing under his 
breath when he noticed that he'd finished up all the Crown Royal already. He scrunched his face up in childlike 
disappointment and grabbed a few tiny bottles of Jack Daniel's instead. He hopped back onto the bed and opened 
one of them, downing it in three quick gulps before shuddering and tossing it across the room, where it landed 
perfectly inside a small wastebasket. "God, they should only stock those things with Crown Royal," he said aloud 
to himself as he fiddled with the buttons on the remote. He skimmed the titles again and decided on ‘College 
Girls First Time before tossing the remote to the side and opening another nip full of Jack The second one 
went down smoother, and he leaned back on the fluffy hotel pillows as his hands traveled downwards to the fly 
of his jeans. The blue lights of the television were all that lit the room, and they danced over the pale flesh of 


his hand and his now exposed stomach... 


„An hour and six more bottles of liquor later, he was covered in sweat, swearing as he hurled his pillows at 
the screen. He stared down his body at his open fly and shook his head in anger and frustration. ‘What in God's 
name is wrong with me? he thought, clenching his teeth. The end credits to ‘College Girls First Time’ rolled down 
the screen, and he glowered at them as he suddenly realized he'd never actually seen a porno reach its 


conclusion ‘Doing a right side better than lam; he thought wryly. 


A dry, discarded Kleenex lay beside him next to an empty bottle of hotel lotion, and he grabbed one of the last 
bottles of Jack and finished it in one gulp. He tossed it towards the dustbin, but it ricocheted off of the side 
and landed next to it, clinking against other bottles that had obviously missed their target. A pair of his black 
trousers still lay on the floor from the night before, his white belt still sewn through the belt loops. The 
numbers on the clock read #47 and he knew the crew would be getting ready to go out in less than half an 
hour. ‘/ve got tme. he thought as he leapt from the bed and jogged to the bathroom for a shower. 
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Tim gave himself a once-over in the mirror before grabbing his room key and sliding it into the inside pocket 
of his blazer. He was dressed exactly as he'd been that morning, all black and pinstripes with a white belt; and 
seeing as how he'd done nothing but wait on Tom in the lobby all day, he didn't feel the need to change into a 
fresh pair of clothes. ‘/ donf even know why Im bothering: he thought as the elevator doors opened and he 
stepped inside, pressing the "L" button. ‘/ should probably be staying in tonight as well, affer | made a complete tit 
of myself last night on the roof. Richard should have grounded me the way he grounded- The elevator slowed to 
a halt on the 24th floor, and Tim heaved a resigned sigh, disappointed that his solitary ride to the lobby was 
short-lived. 


He frowned as his downcast eyes fell on a pair of familiar, pointed black shoes and traveled up black trousers 
almost identical to his own. The white belt stood out against the signature black collared dress shirt, and finally 
he was staring into the apple-cheeked face of his best mate and frontman. 


Tom's eyes widened, giving him the appearance of a kid with his hand stuck in a cookie jar, and the elevator 
doors started to slide closed again before Tim stepped forward and stopped them with the palm of his hand. 
They stood there in silence for a few moments, staring at each other while Tim held the door open with his 


hand. 
"Hot date?" Tim asked, cocking his head to the side in feigned interest. 


Tom worried his bottom lip with his teeth and took a step backwards, but Tim was already there, pushing him 
backwards with his hand pressed firmly on his chest until Tom's back was pressed into the wall behind him. 


"| think not." Tim answered for him, fisting a hand in Tom's shirt and dragging him down the hall towards his 
room. Tom stumbled over his own feet as Tim yanked him in front of his hotel room door and nearly shoved 
his nose into the numbers "2414" "Get your key out and open it," Tim ordered, and Tom fumbled in his pocket 
for the small, brass colored room key. He struggled with the lock, but finally twisted the door open after a 
few clumsy attempts, and Tim shoved him roughly into the room. He staggered backwards and fell inelegantly 
into an armchair, the front of his newly pressed dress shirt now wrinkled and partially un-tucked. He stared up 
at Tim with widened eyes and his mouth hanging open, and he struggled to catch his breath as Tim surveyed 


the room. 


Tim's gaze first settled on the dustbin to his right, where four small bottles of Jack lay haphazardly around it. 
He shook his head, huffing as he looked towards the bed. He tilted his head quizzically, and his furrowed brows 
lifted into perfect arcs when he noticed the ‘Pay Per View pamphlet, the empty lotion bottle, and the discarded 


Kleenex lying next to it. He cleared his throat, not daring to look at Tom's rapidly reddening face. 
"Tim... Tim, look, I=" 


"Yeah, donf, Tom, okay? Just don't" Tim uttered a silent, dry laugh and shook his head, placing his hands on his 
hips. "This is getting ridiculous," he said, his tone softer now, more defeated. He turned to look over his 
shoulder at the empty liquor bottles scattered on the floor next to the trash can, and he glared at them for 
a few moments before moving suddenly to Tom's mini-bar and flinging the door open. "Good Christ, man.." he 
said as he noticed the dent that had been put in the liquor supply since their stay. "And you drank all the-oh, 
for fuck's sake.." He grumbled, grabbing a bottle of Bacardi. 


Tom spun around in his chair and watched as Tim unscrewed the top and downed the tiny bottle in three swift 
gulps. "Tim! What're you-?" He said, standing and spinning around to face Tim. And before he could protest, Tim 
reached in for two more Bacardi's and finished them within a few seconds of each other. Tom ran over to him, 
yanking the empty bottles from him and shutting the door to the mini-bar. "What the fuck are you doing, 


mate?!" 


"What?" Tim asked, his tone menacing. "Upset that I'm helping to finish your rapidly depleting supply, are you?" 
He shoved Tom forcefully out of the way and wrenched the door open again, grabbing another handful of 


random bottles. 


"Tim. Tim!" Tom cried, taking a step towards him. But Tim shoved him to the floor, and successfully finished 
three more bottles before Tom pulled himself to his feet and yanked the rest away from him. 


Tim dropped his empty bottles to the floor, chuckling as he stumbled to the bed and plopped down on the foot 


of it. Tom stared at him, speechless and horrorstruck at his rash behavior. 


"Just..wanted to be on your level, | suppose," Tim said, staring glassy-eyed at the floor. "Figured you might 
listen that way." 


Tom stared at the bottles in his hand before dumping all of them, regardless of whether they were full, into 
the dustbin, but did not speak. 


"You fucking, knob," Tim slurred. "You left me on that bloody rooftop." 
"Tim, |=" 


"| know. It was just some random nightcap. With a co-worker. No big deal, right?" Tim continued, laughing 


sarcastically. 
"No, mate..no. You know you're more than that." 


"Do I?!" Tim jumped to his feet, taking a few steps towards Tom. "I don't think you get it!" He yelled, pointing his 
finger in Tom's face. "This entire tour has been about you and your FUCKING habits! About YOU and how you 
can't accept responsibility for a bleeding THING! About how you're deserting us, and you don't care anymorel 
We're losing you, and we're losing this band, and I'm.." he trailed off, and his hand dropped to his side. "/m losing 


you." 


The words were so quiet that Tom was not entirely sure he'd heard them correctly, and before he could say 
a word, Tim spun around and headed for the door. "Tim, WAIT!" Tom called, hurrying towards him. He reached 
him just as Tim's hand rested on the door handle, and Tom fisted a hand in the shoulder of Tim's blazer and 
spun him around so that they were face to face. He suddenly became aware of the roughness of Tim's 
stubble under his palm, wondering wildly how it got there; and if there were words in his throat, they'd 
become lodged, and he swallowed hard to keep from choking on them. There was something more than hurt in 


Tim's eyes. Something that drew Tom's breath from him and rendered him motionless..speechless. 


And then Tim spun around and wrenched the door open, and it slammed in Tom's face, leaving him alone in the 


deafening silence. 
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Tom stood frozen with his hard still outstretched, staring at the door. He wasn't sure when he'd started 
breathing again, but when he did he became lightheaded, and he staggered backwards to the foot of the bed 
where Tim was seated just a few minutes before. He leaned backwards with his feet still touching the floor, 
his fine brown hair spread out on the comforter as he stared at the ceiling. Whatever had been pouring out 
through Tim's eyes still lingered in the air around him, and he fiddled with his un-tucked shirt as his thoughts 


swam around inside him, his body still tense and..unrelieved 


He was suddenly aware of the sensitive skin on his stomach under his guitar-calloused fingers, and he closed 
his eyes, thinking of the improbably limber girl he'd watched on the screen for an hour. His palm traveled over 
the tiny hairs on his stomach, and Tim's face suddenly sprang into his mind, and how his stubble had pressed 
against his hand. His eyes flew open again and he shook his head vigorously, staring back up at the ceiling. ‘The 
girl... he thought, squeezing his eyes shut again as his long, slender fingers unfastened his white belt buckle, 
his button, and then pulled his zipper down. His breath left him, ragged and audibly punctuated as his hand 
traveled under the waistband of his boxers, and he groaned, pushing his hips upwards as the soft fabric of his 
boxers slid against him. "Yes.." he whispered aloud, allowing his fingers to slip around himself. The pretty, blond, 
fresh-faced college girl danced in his mind, her features contorted in an expression of mock pleasure..but then 
her features changed, and again he was looking into Tim's expressive eyes, and he could almost feel the stubble 
scraping against his palm again. His eyes reopened, but his hand refused to stop its steady pace, and he arched 
off the bed, pulling his boxers and jeans down around his thighs. Something was building inside him, and he 
needed so badly to let it out. He tried again to envision the young girl's long, blond hair, her smooth skin, her 
blue eyes..not like Tim's, whose color was an evasive shade, hidden cleverly somewhere between green and blue. 
And suddenly the heat rose inside him without warning; and he gasped and squirmed as warm, wet liquid shot 


up onto his stomach and over his fist. 
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Tim arrived at his hotel room, panting and shaking as if he'd just been chased. He drew the key from the inside 
pocket of his blazer, and when his eyes rested on the numbers "2514," the key fell to the floor and nearly slid 
underneath his door. "Oh, fuck," he whispered, and he knelt down to pick it up before struggling with the lock 
and stumbling inside. The room spun as the six bottles of Bacardi made their way through his bloodstream, and 
he walked unsteadily towards the bed, peeling his jacket off and letting it fall unceremoniously to the floor. He 
collapsed onto the foot of his bed and allowed his feet to hang off and touch the floor as he stared at the 
ceiling. his mind teemed with unbidden images of an empty lotion bottle and the discarded Kleenex still lying on 
Tom's bed, and he tried his best not to think of them sitting there still, with only one floor between them. He 
flung his forearm over his face to cover his eyes, and he felt the ghost of Tom's touch on his cheek, his 
guitar-calloused fingers resting easily on his face. His breathing quickened, and a familiar warmth was building 
inside him. ‘No..no, not now. Not again, no.. he thought, pleading with himself as he struggled to fight his 
physical responses. 


But the Bacardi had lowered his defenses more than usual, and he couldn't fight the image of Tom's ruddy- 
cheeked face only inches from his own. "No.." Tim moaned, even as he unfastened his white belt and black 
trousers, even as his fingers hooked into the waistband of his pants and pulled them halfway down his thighs. 
The whine that escaped his lips as he wrapped his long, elegant fingers around his length was as much protest 
as it was desire, and he tried in vain to think of something other than those guitar-calloused fingers on his 
cheek. His hand moved rhythmically, and his breathing grew shallow. "No..no..no.." He murmured in time with his 
pumping fist. "I can't." But Tom's face had planted itself firmly in his mind now, and Tim could no longer shake 
the image of those wide, curious hazel eyes boring into his. "Oh, God." he breathed as his pace quickened. "Oh 
God, no..yes..no..yes..yes..yes.." And he could not deny that it was Tom's face that he saw-for the second time 
that day-when he coated his hand in his own sticky warmth. 


Chapter 3 


October 14, 2005. Three months later. 


A shining black limousine crawled through the traffic in Manhattan's trendy Meat Packing District and slowed 
to a stop on the corner of tth Avenue and [3th street. Three smartly dressed British lads wearing nearly 
identical awed expressions gazed out of the limousine's tinted windows at the |2-story I87-room Hotel 
Gansevoort. The columns at its entrance glowed blue to match the lettering in the hotel's name, and the three 
of them watched as Manhattan's elite, dressed in Fifth Avenue's finest designer clothing, stepped from luxury 


cars and entered through the revolving doors. 
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"Bloody fucking hell," breathed Tom as he leaned over his band mates to get a better look. "It's masave!" 


‘Its only I2 stories," the driver said in a thick Brooklyn accent. "But it's pretty new. Just wait ‘till ya see the 


view from the penthouse..." 


The three of them exchanged excited glances and each tipped the driver generously before donning their 
shades and stepping from the limo. The energy outside was electric, and the spirit and rhythm of New York 
coursed through them like the thunderous applause at the end of a successful gig. 


"Fuckin" love it," Tom said, sniffing the air and breathing in an intoxicating combination of top-dollar cuisine from 
surrounding five star restaurants. The sounds of talking and laughter mingled with the beat of distant music 
and the clicking of the paparazzo's rabid lenses, which turned immediately on the three British rock stars, 


their flashes winking incessantly as they captured Keane's entrance into the elegant hotel. 


An attendant dressed in a black tuxedo held up his hand and stopped them at the elevators. "Keane in the 
lobby," he said into a walkie-talkie that was strapped on his shoulder. A muffled and seemingly inaudible reply 


crackled from the speaker, but the attendant nodded and then addressed the three of them. "Here are your 
keys. You are each in your own 300-square foot Grand Deluxe King rooms, which are all located on the IIth 
floor. Your luggage has already been taken there, but Mr. Hewson would like you to report directly to the 
Plunge Bar/Ono Restaurant, located on the top floor.” The three of them nodded politely and remained 
miraculously composed as they stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor. 


"I always want to laugh when | hear him called that,” Richard snickered, leaning nonchalantly against the wall. 


| vote that we refuse to call him Bono for the rest of the night, then," Tom said. "We can only refer to him 
as Mr. Hewson" The three of them laughed and joked like old schoolmates until they stopped on the top floor, 
and the bass from the Plunge Bar's loudspeakers filtered into the elevator. 


The door seemed to open in slow motion as their laughter faded into amazed gasps, and their jaws dropped 
simultaneously as their widened eyes were drawn to the sizable plasma screens surrounding the bar. Ciara's 
latest single "Oh" played over the loudspeakers, and her well-sculpted abs and glossy lips danced across the 
wide screens as the music video played along with it. A pleasantly cool breeze from the balcony blew in 
through the bar, and it tousled their hair and sent their jackets billowing gracefully behind them. All around 
them, beautiful people were laughing and talking animatedly as they sipped on colorful cocktails, and girls moved 
seductively on the dance floor, balancing on their designer stilettos. As Ciara sang, a raven-haired girl dressed 
in a sexy red top and designer jeans danced and slid up against Richard as he made his way to the bar. He 
paused and grinned lethally, quirking an eyebrow and looking down at her as casually as if he'd been expecting 
her. She slithered off as quickly as she had come, and the three of them looked at each other, all smiles and 
raised eyebrows when they finally reached the bar. 


Richard loosened his collar and shook his head, and he grinned over his shoulder at the crowded dance floor. "I'll 


be thanking Bono very quickly." 
"Don't blame you," Tim answered, clapping him on the back 


"Thank me for what?" A surprisingly soft-spoken voice came from behind them, and the three of them turned, 


eyes widening, 
"Alright?!" Tom shouted, reaching out to offer Bono a firm hand shake. "This party is mad hot, mate!" 


Bono smiled easily, and leaned in so they could hear him. "H's all a thank you to the supporting bands and their 
crews for accompanying us on this additional leq of the tour." He said, and they could hardly believe they were 
looking at themselves reflected in his ever-present sunglasses. "We want strong support acts. You didn't 


disappoint." 
"It was a real honor," Tim offered shyly. 


"A round of Crown and Cokes?" Bono asked, already nodding to the bartender, as he smiled at Tim and gave his 
shoulder a supportive pat. "Oh, and Larry's looking for you," Bono said, turning to Richard. "He's on the balcony." 


"Yeah?" Richard asked, raising his eyebrows. The bartender set three drinks down in front of them, and 
Richard nodded politely before raising his glass to Bono. "Doesn't get much better than this, mate. Many 
thanks." And he took a sip from his drink before wading through the crowd on the way to the balcony. 


Tim watched him go and shifted uncomfortably as if a layer of protection had been stripped away. 


"Don't look so lost!" Bono chuckled as he picked a drink off the bar and handed it to Tim. "Drink up. Mingle. This 
is your party, and you should enjoy it!" Tim flashed him a timid smile and nodded weakly, and Bono returned it 
with surprising warmth before turning to Tom. "Keep an eye on this one, will you? He's trouble, | can tell.” And 


he shook both of their hands before excusing himself and heading off to make his rounds. 
"Seems Mr. Hewson had taking quite a liking to you, Tim," Tom said. 
Tim laughed, shaking his head as he toed the ground. "Nab..." 


"He's not stupid. He knows you're the musical genius behind this band" The tone in Tom's voice was so matter- 
of-fact that Tim jerked his head up to stare at him. "And | know it, too," Tom continued, raising his glass in 
Tim's direction. They shared a lengthy smile and clinked their glasses together as "Mr. Brightside" started over 
the loudspeakers. 


"Sorry to interrupt this tender moment!" A telling blush crept into Tim's handsome face, and Tom turned 
around in time to catch Richard's drum tech, Scott, with a playful blow to the shoulder. "You two dobbers just 
get here?" Scott asked them as he sipped his drink. 


"Yup," Tom said as a wicked grin spread across his face. "And | think you have something for me?" 


"Roll up your American dollars, Chappy," Scott hissed as he leaned in. He smirked, slapping Tom's hand in 
greeting and held it there for a moment. 


Tom nodded to him and looked down at his hand, then stuffed it into his pocket. "Drink's going right through 
mel" He joked. "Where's the loo?" 


"Glad you asked." Scott said, placing his arm around Tom's shoulders. "Ill show you!" 
"Back in a bit, Tim!" Tom shouted over his shoulder as he was led away. 


"Sure!" Tim said a little too cheerfully. He forged a smile and watched as Scott dragged Tom through the 
crowd. The music seemed to grow louder, and he shifted uncomfortably and took a long sip of his drink, peering 
through his eyelashes at all the happy, beautiful people. Across the room, Bono was talking to a group of 
partygoers as they nodded and listened intently. Tim watched wistfully and heaved a deep sigh. ‘Surely thats not 
as hard as it looks, right? 


"Scuse me, Tim?" 


He turned, ripped away from his brooding envy by a girl's voice, and he turned to face her, offering a shy but 
polite smile. "Hullo," he said, nodding to her. 


She was stunning, blond, and stood almost at eye-level with him, dressed from head to toe in what appeared to 
be some very expensive clothing. His eyes widened a little as she flashed him a flawless smile and offered her 
hand to shake. 

| hope I'm not interrupting," she said confidently. 

"Oh, n-no not at-" 

"I just saw you standing over here alone." She pressed on "I'm a fan of yours. Name's Katie.” 

"Pleased to meet you then, Katie. I'm Ti-" 

"| know your name," she said, smiling even as she interrupted him for the second time. 

"Er..yes..well, my mate has just wandered off to the bathroom..." He tried. 


"Uh huh," she nodded, looking behind her at the dance floor. "Well, hey, do you dance?" 


"Well, it's really more sort of..thrashing around a bit on the keyboards," he joked politely as his face grew hot. 


"| wouldn't really call it dancing." 

"Aw, c'mon!" She protested. "You're a musician. l'm sure you've got rhythm." 

"The rhythm of a spastic fence post l'm afraid," Tim said as he rubbed the back of his neck with one of his 
hands. He shifted uncomfortably and took a long sip of his cocktail. "No, I'm really more of a..well, I'd rather 
spare everyone and just listen to the music instead. This album in particular is quite good. Do you like The 


Killers?" 


"They're alright.." Katie said, trailing off. She was already looking past him toward the bar, and she motioned 
for another drink. "Well, hey listen, Tim. It was great meeting you, but." 


"Aw, don't mind our Timmy here!" Tim's eyes flicked over to Scott, who barreled in between them, looking very 


energetic indeed as he clapped him on the back. "He's a good bloke, yeah? Just doesn't like dancing much." 


A shrug and an embarrassed grin was the only reply Tim could muster, and he shifted again, looking over 


Scott's shoulder for Tom. 


"But / do," Scott continued, and Katie's pretty face lit up as she flashed her bleach-white smile at Scott and 


followed him to the dance floor. 


Tim turned away from the pair of them to face the bar, frowning down at his drink as he propped up on his 
elbows and watched the cubes of ice clink against each other. '#s always so much bloody easier for everyone 
else, Tim thought bitterly, cursing his own diffidence. ' Theyre always so quick to leave. But for blokes lke Scott, 
Bono, Richard..and especially blokes lke- 


"So how'd you fare with Manhattan's elite, then?" 


Tim raised a grateful gaze to his best mate, who stared back at him with shining hazel eyes, an earnest smile 
etched on his boyish face. He knew very well what he and Scott were doing in the bathroom. He knew there 
was a synthetic energy coursing through Tom's veins right now. He knew that after 45 minutes of hurried 
sniffs and swallows, Tom would trot off to the men's loo again. But now was not the time to berate him. Not 


when he needed him like this... 
"Well," Tim said, doing his best to sound nonchalant. "They bore me as usual." 


Tom flashed him a knowing grin, placing a hand on one of Tim's shoulders, and Tim felt some of the tension 


ease from them. 


He smiled appreciatively at his best mate, and a half hour later, he was knocking back cocktails while Tom 
regaled him with an animated story about two girls who had apparently fought over one of Richard's 


drumsticks. 


‘| mean, Good Christ, | thought someone was going to prison for murder!" Tom was saying between fits of 
laughter. "Because she grabbed her around the bloody neck, Tim! Just like this!" He crooked his elbow around 
Tim's neck and squeezed, and Tim tried not to notice the pleasant smell of his shirt as the soft fabric was 
pressed against his face. He wriggled from Tom's grasp and wiped tears of laughter from his glassy eyes, 
struggling to tidy his now mused hair. 


Tom stood from the barstool, swaying slightly, and he steadied himself on Tim's shoulder for support. Tim held 
back a frown, knowing full well why he was about to take another trip to the men's room, and Tom patted him 


on the shoulder and muttered, "Straight to the pisser again. Bloody cocktails...” 


Tim watched him leave at a near jog, and was suddenly thankful for the multiple mixed drinks in his system, 
the burning liquor churning around in his stomach warming him from the inside instead of that hot sting of 
embarrassment and anxious energy. Instead of staring into his drink this time, his slate blue eyes took in the 
beautiful confidence of the Manhattan partygoers as they danced, drank, and chatted with each other. Out on 
the balcony, Richard was still engaged in conversation with U2's handsome, sharp-featured drummer, and Tim 
smiled affectionately as he watched his intent nods and the way his rapt gaze followed as Larry's hands 


described his drum placement. 


Fortunately, it was only a few minutes later when Tom returned, his gait steadier, and his enunciation more 


pronounced as he asked, "Alright there, Tim? Miss me?" 


Tim replied with a sloppy grin, and wondered briefly if it was a good idea that Tom had already turned back to 


the bartender to order them two more drinks. 
Two hours and four more of Tom's bathroom trips later, Tim stopped caring. 
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Tom grunted, heaving Tim's arm upwards to wrap around his neck. "Y'know, for a bearpole, you're not that 
light, Tim." He struggled into the hallway towards the elevators as Tim stumbled along, resting nearly all of his 
weight on him. "You're like a bloody rag doll filled with concrete." 
"Co-hon-cretel!" Tim laughed as he watched Tom struggle to press the ‘down’ arrow, and a group of smartly 
dressed hotel patrons narrowed their eyes at them. 


as he turned back to him. "You wanker! Stand on your own two feet!" 


The elevator doors slid open, and Tom staggered inside, dragging Tim's limp form behind him. He propped him up 
against the back wall as the doors shut, and he pressed the button for the llth floor. 


"Thank God your room number is easy to remember." Tom muttered as he jammed the button repeatedly. 
Normally, Tim would have chided him, saying something about how it didn't make any difference how many 


times you pressed it. 


Instead, Tim slurred, "Eleven-eleven Eleventy-eleven" And his shoulders shook with silent laughter. "Eleven- 


one-one...” 


Tom shook his head and chuckled as Tim leaned back to stare straight up at his own reflection in the mirrored 


ceiling. 
"Been a good.good tour, yeah?" Tim sighed, still staring at his reflection. "Been good." 


Tom rubbed a thumb across his nose and sniffed. "Yeah, mate," he answered, disappointed that his sobering 
buzz and that pleasant numbing drain in the back of his throat were wearing off. "Yeah, it has." He needed a 


drink. 


Tom's smile faltered, and he fidgeted with the sleeves on his blazer before he spoke. "Which time, Tim?" 


"That time you..you..ch y'fuckin’..you knob, you know." Tim said, struggling to pronounce the words. 


"N-no.." Tom stammered as his brow creased. Maybe it was his rising anxiety, but he didn't like where this 
was going. "No, Tim. Look-" 


"Fuckin’..the fuckin...” 
"Tim-" 
"The roof! The bloody rooftop." 


Tom stood there for several moments in stunned silence before he yelled, "The roo-Tim are you fucking 
serious?! That was months ag-" 


Tim's eyes flew open and his hands reached out for the lapels of Tom's blazer, and suddenly Tom found 
himself pressed roughly against the wall. "IT MATTERED TO ME!" Tim cried, slamming Tom hard against the 


solid surface. 


Tom nearly choked as his breath caught in his throat, staring back at Tim's glassy, blazing eyes. He opened his 
mouth to speak, but the words died in the tense air between them. For several moments, the only sounds 
were their panting breaths and the quiet beep of the descending lift. The rage burning in Tim's eyes eased into 


something more complex, and before Tom could analyze it, Tim ripped away from him, and the doors slid open. 


Tom stood, wide-eyed and panting against the wall in the elevator for so long that the doors almost closed on 
him completely. He flung his hand forward and stopped them with his arm, prying them apart before he 
stepped into the hallway. Tim had already stumbled halfway in the wrong direction, and Tom jogged after him, 
trying to ignore the fact that his heart was beating too fast. ‘Goddamnit, | need a drink! He grabbed onto Tim's 


elbow and spun him around. "Your room's this way, mate," he said as gently as he could. "C'mon" 

"| know where it is," Tim spluttered, yanking his arm away. But he was already laughing again as he staggered 
off down the hall to his room, Tom following at a safe distance behind him. "One, one, one, one.." Tim repeated, 
and he stopped, miraculously, in front of his room and leaned against the door. 

"Where is your key?" Tom asked as he arrived a few paces behind him. 


Tim cracked a smile. "Key..." 


"Yeah, Tim! The bloody key, where is it?" Tom's patience was wearing thin, and he thought again about how 
desperately he needed a drink. 


‘hh the naaaaame of love! One night in the name of love!" Tim sang a little too loudly, and Tom clapped his hand 


over Tim's mouth. 


"The room key, Tim!" Tom hissed, stepping against him. 


Tim replied by flicking his tongue over Tom's palm to get him to move it, but Tom countered and moved his 


now moistened palm over Tim's face, coating his cheek in his own spit. 


"You, bloody, fuckin..." Tim muttered as he wiped his face off, but then he was laughing again as Tom's hand 
disappeared into the front pockets of his blazer. "St-sfop! That..that tickles, you dobber! That-" His protests 
came to an abrupt end when Tom's hands fished into his back trouser pockets first, and he shuddered 


involuntarily when they reached the front. 

Tom stiffened and swayed on the spot as the liquor drinks warred with the waning cocaine inside him, and he 
propped himself up, planting his left hand on the door behind Tim while his right remained stuffed in Tim's 
front left pocket. Their eyes locked for a long moment, and Tom found himself evaluating a fleeting moment of 
a brand new feeling that had nothing at all to do with the coke or the booze... 

"Inside." Tim whispered, still staring at Tom. 

"Wh-what?" Tom croaked. 


"Inside pocket. Of my coat," Tim said slowly, as if willing his mouth to form the words. 


"Oh!" Tom said, drawing a breath and yanking his hand from Tim's front trouser pocket. "Oh, right." He hastily 
retrieved the key and fumbled with the lock, and Tim nearly fell backwards as it swung open to admit them. 
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The room wasn't as spacious as their hotel rooms in Nice had been, yet it still maintained a modern elegance 
all its own. The window at the far end of the room presented a deceivingly serene view of the city that never 
slept, and a dark, cherry-colored table sat between two simple, but comfortable looking gray chairs. On the 
right, a large, flat panel television screen reflected the dim, inviting light that bathed the room, and the king 
sized bed, with its two fluffy pillows and inviting down comforter, was arranged against the left wall with a 


maroon colored throw draped across the foot of it. A dark, wood desk that matched the cherry table in front 
of the window sat to their right, on top of which, a full bottle of Crown Royal was placed. 


‘Oh, Tim. Did you buy this?" Tom asked with gratitude, peeling his jacket off and tossing it to the floor. "You're 
a saint!" He turned to the bottle and unscrewed it in one motion, draining a few gulps instantly and reveling in 


the burning calm that coated his throat and heated his insides. 
Saint..Saint Timothy!" Tim said from somewhere behind him. 
Tom tipped the bottle up again, and sighed as the edgy feeling seemed to ebb away. 


Saint..Saint Mary Timothy!" Tim cried, and Tom heard a thud behind him as he brought the bottle to his lips 


agai n. 


"Nuns..." Tim murmured, and now Tom could hear the rustle of clothes. "Always..adding Mary..to their names. 
That normal?" 


Tom chuckled as he drained another warm helping of liquor, growing exceedingly grateful as a sort of sleepy 
peace settled in place of the edgy, leftover restlessness. 


"Saint Mary Thomas!" Tim yelled. "Yeah..that sounds better..." 
Tom tipped the bottle up again. 


"Mary Thomas!" Tim shouted as he drowned in his own laughter. "Mary Thomas..Mary Thomas..." He muttered, 


quieter now. 
And Tom replaced the cap on the Crown Royale. 
"Mary... Thomas..." Tim said, his voice now coming in whispers. "Mary..Marry..Marry Thomas.. 


"Tim?" Tom asked, spinning around to face him for the first time since they'd entered the room. "What in God's 
name are you-" He paused and broke into a fit of raucous laughter as his eyes rested on a shirtless, shoeless 
Tim, who was seated on the edge of the stylish king-sized bed, still struggling with his belt buckle. "Christ! If 
you have this much trouble getting your kit off, its no wonder you're not big with the groupies!" Tom 
chuckled as he stumbled towards the bed. "Like this, you knob.." he muttered, reaching for Tim's buckle, and 


Tim leaned back to allow Tom's fingers access. 
He pulled the long tongue of Tim's white belt and slid it easily out of the loop. There was a sharp intake of 
breath, but when Tom looked up at him, he suddenly realized that it was his own. Tim's expression had changed 


from helpless to almost expectant as he gazed down at him, as if urging him to continue. 


Tom felt himself tugging the buckle free from its notch, and he pulled it open, leaving it hanging from Tim's 


belt loops. They sat, staring at each other for a few silent moments before Tom straightened to full height 
and stood directly in front of Tim, his identical white belt now eye level with him. He wasn't sure how, but he 
knew Tim would reach for it and unfasten it for him, and when he did, Tom found himself nodding his 


appreciation. 


He leaned over again to unbutton Tim's black trousers, and this time, Tim didn't lean back. Instead, Tom could 
feel his stubble brush against his cheek..the way it had brushed against his palm three months ago in Nice; 
and he suddenly found himself dragging Tim's zipper down, exposing a small triangle of baby-blue cotton boxers. 


"Help me," Tom whispered as the room spun, and Tim returned the favor, reaching out and loosening his jeans 


for him. 
"I've tried to help you, Tom," Tim murmured, leaning back onto the bed. 


Tom cocked his head to the side in a childlike gesture and he worried his bottom lip between his teeth. "I 
know.." he mumbled, lowering his head. The room lurched, and he groaned, burying his face in his hands as he 
plopped onto the bed beside Tim. "I know, | know...” 


Even through his own drunken haze, Tim somehow managed to drag him up onto the pillows. "I thought you 


were helping me" He said as he pulled Tom's pointy black shoes from his feet and tossed them to the floor. 


"Can't we..can't we help each other?" Tom whined, and Tim watched him crashing, watched as his hazel eyes 
lost a little more focus, and his breathing quickened as Tom hooked his thumbs in his jeans and pulled them 
down over his boxers. He only got them midway down his thighs before he stopped and fell back against the 
pillows, seemingly exhausted from his exertions; and Tim rubbed his eyes and blinked to make sure he was still 
awake. He tried in vain to focus on Tom's face, but his gaze traveled on its own volition to his boxers, and his 


stomach flipped several times over when he saw they were slightly tented. 


"Help each other.." Tim groaned as he felt a warmth growing inside him. He was propped up on one arm, looking 
down at a very vulnerable Tom whose face was now flushed, whose wide eyes stared up at him almost as if 


they were pleading, whose pants were shoved halfway down his thighs... 


All evening, Tom had been his rock, his savior, first at the party as he made sure Tim was comfortable among 
strangers, and then as he dragged him safely back to his room. But the rock Tom had been leaning on all night 
was crumbling from underneath him just as it always had, crumbling into the worthless white powder it had 


always been, leaving him helpless and damaged, and Tim was in no condition to pick up the pieces. 
So they would have to fall together. 


He knelt beside Tom and reached with both hands to tug on either side of his trousers, and they slid easily 
down the length of his legs. A wave of dizziness sent Tim's senses reeling, and he brought a hand to his 
forehead and squinted as if it would help steady the spinning room. He opened his eyes when he felt fabric 


sliding against his legs, and he saw a blurry Tom sitting up beside him, pulling down on one side of his trousers. 


He lifted his hips, and helped push down on the other, and he kicked them the rest of the way off. 


Tom struggled with the buttons on his dress shirt, and Tim reached a clumsy hand over and yanked hard on 
the fabric closest to the collar. The top two buttons popped open, and Tom watched as they flew off in 
different directions. 


"My shirt.." he whined, but Tim was already pulling it over his head, and Tom raised his arms to help him 


remove it. 


"Tha's how | hadda do mine.." Tim answered, nodding to the floor where his dress shirt lay with the top two 
buttons ripped off, and he tossed Tom's down on top of it. 


The two of them fell against each other in a fit of laughter as they stared stupidly at their torn shirts lying 
crumpled together; and when their laughter died, their glassy gazes met, and they both swallowed back 
nervous smiles. Their faces were close enough together to feel the heat from their breaths as they both 
fought to catch them, and Tim wrapped a hand around the back of Tom's neck, drawing their foreheads 
together. Then Tom reached up, completing the gesture until the bridge of their noses were touching. Their 
breathing was coming in ragged gasps now, and they pulled gently on each other, finally meeting in the middle 
where their lips grazed. There was only a fleeting moment of hesitation when their eyes met, and then they 
fluttered closed when their mouths pressed together for the first time. 


"God." Tim whispered into Tom's mouth as he tasted the sweet and sour blend of alcohol mixing with a smoky 


taste that was all his own; a familiar taste, because he knew Tom's scent so well. 


Their hands remained carefully fixed at the back of each other's necks while their mouths moved 
experimentally, but it was Tom's bold tongue that was the first to slide between lips, pushing into Tim's mouth 
with his trademark reckless abandon. His kiss was pushier, more insistent than a female's kiss, but Tim met it 


with that same unrelenting passion, and he finally willed his hand to move from Tom's neck to his chest, and he 


pushed him back onto the bed. 
"Always... pushing me," Tom slurred, smiling as he fell against the pillows. 


Tim offered a lethal grin in reply and clambered over him, claiming Tom's mouth again, this time without 
hesitation. Tom pushed upwards, trying to gain some leverage to sit up, but Tim grabbed his wrists and pushed 
them back against the bed. Tim pulled back and held himself over him, his weight holding him firmly in place. He 
let his eyes travel over Tom's flushed face, framed by locks of sweaty hair; over his chest, which was more 
sculpted than his rounded, boyish face would indicate, and then to his boxers, which did absolutely nothing to 
hide his need. 


"So long." Tim's whine was barely audible as he gazed down at his best mate. 


"Wha-?" Tom asked, blinking up at him through hazy eyes. 


But Tim's vision blurred and the room shifted, and he suddenly lost his grip on Tom's wrists and fell against 
him. They gasped in unison as their hardness, now only separated by two thin layers of cotton, made contact 
for the first time. They stared open-mouthed at each other, their faces only inches apart, and Tim made a 
small noise when Tom squirmed underneath him. Their lips met in a dizzying blur, and they slid their bodies 
together, each whimpering into the other's mouth. Four hands fumbled together to remove two pairs of 


boxers, which were kicked to the floor alongside two torn dress shirts. 


Several minutes of frantically sliding against each other and a few sloppy kisses later, Tim found himself on his 
knees, straddling a panting Tom, whose lips were slightly parted and whose curious eyes stared up at him. Tim 
furrowed his brow, as if trying to read something written in Tom's features. He traced a hand through his 
tousled hair, and his palm stopped to cup the side of his face just before he pulled it gently forward. 


"Tim..2" Tom whispered, his lips now only inches away from wrapping around a part of Tim he never even 


thought he'd see. 
"Yes." Tim answered with finality. He nodded, still gently urging Tom's face closer. "Yes... 


"l-I." Tom stammered as his eyes filled with apprehension. But if he had any further misgivings, he gave no 
indication as he parted his lips and gently allowed Tim's length to slip between them. 


The breath came rushing out of Tim as his head fell backwards and his eyes closed. No sound came from his 
lips, but his mouth managed to form the words, ‘Oh my God.’ He brought his hand from the side of Tom's 
face to gently cup the back of his head, and his hand fisted slowly in his hair. 


Tom made a small sound at the weight and feel of Tim inside his mouth. Appreciation? He noted the texture as 
his lips slid easily over the smooth skin, and when he felt them part around the head, Tim made a choked 
sound above him, and Tom's eyes flicked up to his face. 


Tim was gasping, looking down at him with his lips slightly parted, his expression desperate; and he pushed 
himself back into Tom's mouth, this time a little faster. Tom gasped and choked, trying to work out a way to 
take him all, but his tongue was inexperienced, his method sloppy, and still Tim was shaking with pleasure. His 
pace increased, and his grip tightened in Tom's hair; and Tom, even through his fogged mind, could feel himself 
being controlled and maneuvered. He felt Tim grow and twitch in his mouth, and he went to pull back, but Tim 
grabbed his head with both hands and held him in place. Tom had no choice but to take him all, and he winced 
a little when he felt the bitter liquid hit the back of his throat. But still, Tim held him there until he'd finished. 
He slowly pulled Tom's mouth off of him, and he cupped his face in his hands as his thumb wiped a stray bit 


of pearlescent liquid from the corner of his mouth. 


"Thank you.." Tim whispered, wiping his palms down his face and silently begging the room to stop spinning. He 
placed both of his hands on Tom's shoulders and pushed him to lie back onto the pillows. 


"Tim, mate. Y-ya don't hafta-Ah! Oh fuck." Tim's mouth was warm and soft but somewhat aggressive as he 
took him between his lips, and Tom realized immediately why Tim had been gripping his hair so tightly. He 


arched off the bed, squinting his eyes and pushing his head back into the pillows while his heels dug into the 
mattress. Tim made a small choking sound, and he brought his hands up to Tom's hips and slammed them back 
down onto the bed. Other than making him lie still, he had no idea what he was doing. Tim only knew what he 
liked, and he tried to duplicate that on Tom. 


"Ti-Tim-Oh my G-Oh, God. Oh. Oh, God." 


Tim's mouth curled into a smug smile around Tom's length, and judging from the tightness of Tom's hand 
fisted in his hair, the amount of effort he was having to exert to hold him down onto the bed, and the 
crescendo of Tom's desperate, but melodic cries, Tim knew he had to be close. He braced himself, unable to 
imagine the taste of another man, but when Tom's flavor coated the back of his throat, it was pleasant and 


smoky, like a friendly British pub. 


Tom jerked a few more times before his fists opened and his hands spread out into Tim's dark hair. He tilted 
Tim's face until their eyes met, and Tim moved up until they were face to face. They shared a sloppy, nearly 
incoherent kiss, and Tim was truly fighting to stay conscious when he gave up and collapsed onto Tom's 
shoulder and he slipped an arm over his waist. The last thing he saw before he slipped into the welcome 


darkness of sleep was their reflection in the mirror as they lay peacefully together and their eyes slid closed. 


